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“What Fools These /lortals Be 


N THE fourth ot March next I shall have served three and one-half years, 

and this three and one-half years constitute my first term. ‘The wise 
custom which limits the President to two terms regards the substance and not 
the form. Under no circumstances will I be a candidate for or accept another 
nomination "’— Theodore Roosevelt, Election Day, 1904. 

This is what Mr. Justice Brewer describes as “playing hide- 
and-seek with the American people.” 

= 
Sratistics have beer compiled showing a great increase in price of 
all the necessaries of life in Germany. On top of this comes the 

announcement that the imperial navy estimates provide for the outlay 
in 1908 of $85,000,000, and a progressive increase until 1912, when 
the estimates reach 
$97,500,000. Moral: 
The cure for hard times 
is to build battleships. 
Man is certainly a rea- 
soning animal. 
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W HEN DISTRIBUTING 
glory to those who 
caused ‘‘it,”’ don’t over- 
look Hyde and Alex- 
ander. Some claim they 
started “it.” At all 
events, they rendered 
valuable assistance. 


‘~~ 


THE DONKEY is really a 

better emblem than the 
elephant for a party.—W. 
J. Bryan. 

At present a white 
elephant would be a 
fitting emblem for the 
Democratic party. 
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[F Mr. ROOSEVELT is re- 

nominated, the solitary 
hope of Democratic suc- 
cess lies in a new man and 
anew platform.—New York 
World. 

That is easy. ‘The 
man must be as cour- 
ageous as Mr. Roose- 
velt, as aggressive, as 
sincere, as vital; in 
short, a Democratic 
Roosevelt. The pro- 
cess of elimination will 
be the shortest cut in 
the search for such a 


ADVICE WANTED. 
D«* AR PUCK: 


I am up against it. My man Ali Baba is making troubie. Some time 
ago I hired him as a watchman on a four-year contract. Fle is honest, sincere, 
also serious, likewise religious and keeps one day in the week holy. But he 
is so needlessly zealous in threatening evil-doers, warning off intruders, and 
has been making so much noise with his Big Stick that the Roycrofters can 
neither work in the daytime nor sleep at night. 

Recently Ali Baba has contracted the habit of hunting gas leaks with a 
lighted candle. Also he has threatened to burn my barn in order to kill 
the rats. 

Some of my girls who work in the book bindery are married, and recently he 
has hammered with his Stick on the windows and shouted advice to them con- 
cerning matters which are supposed to be of a confidential and private nature. 

I fear he is laboring under 
the hallucination that his 
duty is to govern my Shop 
instead of working for it. 
Deacon Buffum and Uncle 
Billy Bushnell say it is a 
plain case of Big Head on 
Ali’s part, but many peo- 
ple in the village consider 
him a really-truly great man. 
Ali Baba acknowledges this 
and declares that it was he 
who made me and not me 
myself. 

In the meantime, business 
in the village is at a stand 








THe Upstairs Girt (during house -cleaning ).— The hussy, pwhat 

“ser . es . =o 99 . se , 
the divil did she go an’ move the bed fer! Ain’t a room clane if yez ness” and Let well 
candidate. can’t see the dir-rt ? ° 


still, and you can't borrow 
Y , an ax from a neighbor un- 
; less you agree to bring back 
7 Y) two. 
Ali Baba’s time isn’t up 
until a year from next March. 
What shall I do in the 
matter ? 








ELBERT HUBBARD, 
East Aurora, N. Y. 


Dear Fra, our advice 
is to do him up in Limp 
Leather, pack him very 
Roycroftie in a silk- 
lined, gilt-top packing 
case, tie ona hand-tooled 
tag and send him to 
somebody “on  sus- 
picion.” 

be 


ANOTHER THING. If 

the exyosure of 
crooked ‘anking had 
not beer brought on so 
soor. several bank presi- 
; dents might not have 
committed suicide. 


THE MEDDLING MISTRESS. _ Another argument for 


the “Don’t hurt  busi- 


- enough alone” school. 
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THE TEDDY-DIDS. 


HO broke the Knickerbocker Trust 
\ / And robbed us of our hard-earned dust? 


TEDDY-DID! TEDDY-DIDN’T! 

Whc smashed the market all to bits 

And put the railroads on the fritz ? 
TEDDY-DIB! TEDDY-DIDN’T! 


Who squeezed the water out of stocks 
And put us in an awful box? 
TEDDY-DID! TEDDY-DIDN’T! 


ilk, having chased Tragedy from 
the stage and deep into the tall 
timber, I realize that there is abso- 
lutely no question about my being. 
I just simply ain't /” 


A STRANGE STRANGER. 


” gyros was a queer man here 
yesterday —a powerful 
queer man,” remarked the land- 
lord of the tavern at Polkville, 
Ark. “He was big and portly 
and loud-voiced, and pretty con- 
siderably red-nosed, and so as 
soon as he had registered I says, 
‘Going to stay with us a few days, 
Colonel?’ and blamed if he didn’t r’ar 
back and say, ‘I’m no Colonel, sir, and never 
was one!’ Some kind of a durned crank or 
crazy reform feller, I betcha!” 




















FINANCE. 


“ H*: one of your milk-and-water fellows, that chap Streeter.” 

“You surprise me. He seems such a rugged character.” 
“Understand me. I mean that when he takes a property to 

finance, he milks it first and then waters it.” ; 


A STREET-CAR is a modern convenience which a civilized man will 
chase for three blocks in order to be crushed, insulted and 
humiliated in it for two. 





Who spoiled the railroad looter’s plan 
And tied a can to Harriman? 
TEDDY-DID! TEDDY-DIDN’T! 


Who led the government attacks 
That gave old Confidence the ax? 
TEDDY-DID! TEDDY-DIDN’T! 


Who wrote a riot act and read it? 
Who knocked the stuffing out of Credit? 
TEDDY-DID! TEDDY-DIDN’T! 


Who said a thousand things he shouldn’t 
A thousand things that others wouldn’t? 
TEDDY-DID! TEDDY-DIDN’T! 


Who said, in accents low and firm, 
He wouldn’t take another term? 


GRAND CHORUS. 


TEDDY-DID! TEDDY-DIDN’T! 
HE-DID! HE-DIDN’T! 

HE-DID! HE-DID! HE-DID! 
HE-DIDN’T! HE-DIDN’T! HE-DIDN’T! 
HE-DID! HE-DIDN’T! HE-DID! HE-DIDN’T! 
HE-DIDN’T! 

HE-DID! 








THE PREVIOUS QUESTION. 


“To BE or not to be,” soliloquastically said Hamlet, “that 
was, at one time, the question. But, as I peer into and 
through the subsequent down to the progressive Nineteen 
Hundreds, I plainly see that there is really no question about it. 

“ What with Advanced Vaudeville, as exemplified by the ver- 
satile virtuoso who executes Schubert’s Serenade on a violin and 
whistles ‘Turkeys in the Straw’ while standing on his head, the 
learned dogs, the lady with the abbreviated skirts and accentuated 
calves, the genius who juggles pianos and pin-feathers at one and 
the same time, the curlycued contortionist, the volatile gentlemen 
with green whiskers on their countenances and pickaxes sticking in 
their backs, the flap-mouthed Senegambian monologuist, the yodlers, 
chortlres, tumblers, and countless other oddities of their amazing 





SOCIETY’S FAVORITE. 


Mr. H1RAM.— I’ve read in the papers time an’ agin thet all ministers 


condemn it, but I never knowed before how real dangerous a game it wuz. 
Mrs. H1ramM.— What? 
Mr. H1RaAM.— Playin’ bridge, uv course! 


What’s-a dangerous game? 








ne of the compensations of literature 


written by the best writers. 


ts that the “best sellers” are not 
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HE Offices of Messrs. Punk, Potash & Co., the well- 
known publishers, were crowded with an array of 
ladies and gentlemen which, though orderly, was yet 
composed of individuals plainly laboring under some 
expectancy. ‘The situation was tense, the occasion 
important, — not alone to the genial Mr. Punk and his 
partners, but to the expectant ladies and gentlemen, and 
the world. The regular annual distribution of the Man- 
tle of Thackeray, the Coat of Dickens, the Shoes of 
Scott, the Robe of Geo. Eliot, and so forth, ad /ié., was about to 
take place. The lady and gentlemen authors assembled constituted 
a larger throng, and, if possible, a more distinguished gathering than 
ever before. 

An orchestra, half hidden among the palms at the right of the 
main entrance, as you turn to the left, just hard by the door of the 
private office of Mr. Potash, was discoursing low, sweet music. The 
thing was being done well. The authors were drawn up in two 
lines of two abreast, and passed platforms, presided over, respectively, 
by Mr. Punk and Mr. Potash, who cast across waiting shoulders 
the multitudinous Mantles of Thackeray, or deftly dropped at the 
feet of the passing Highbrows the myriad Shoes of Scott, or bestowed 
upon some sweet-faced lady the Lace Shawl of Charlotte Bronte. 

Consider the picture: All is decorum, order and fastitudious 
recognition of the general fitness of things. A tremulous 
buzz of gentle conversation, canducted in subdued tones, 
may be heard from the mingled ladies and gentlemen 
who already have passed the platforms and now 
are wearing their new mantles. Here a high- 
brow is softly chiding a lady of his acquaint- 
ance because she writes for none of the maga- 
zines. ‘It’s such easy graft, doncher know!” 
he laughs, as he shrugs his shoulders. There 
a lady who has written some masterpieces 
of suburban domestic life gaily dons the 
Robe of George Eliot. Over yon, seated 
upon a divan, a gentleman whose word- 
painting unquestionably surpasses that of 
Hugo is trying on his new shoes. They 
are so tight that he makesagrimace. There 
by the hot tea tank, where many are engaged 
in drinking the insidious and deadly bever- 
age, stands The Successor of Balzac. One 
may see that he is perfectly gorgeously 
pleased with the coat of Mons. Balzac. 

Music from the orchestra momentarily ceases, 
and now one may hear the strains of Messrs. Punk, 
Potash & Co.’s specially engaged (by the year) brass 
band whichis stationed outside the building. The band 
is playing to the great honor and glory of Messrs. 
Punk, Potash & Co., and the deathless fame of the 
ladies and gentlemen just inside. Which brings us 
back again: the glad authors still are passing the raised 
platforms. (It has been whispered that one merry blade of 
an author repeated, and got two Mantles of Thackeray.) 

Presently, there is a momentary cessation of the dis- 
tribution, and the line halts. The supply of Mantles and 
Shoes is exhausted, and there are some who simply will not 


MANTLE DAY. 











accept a Toga, a Coat or a Robe. It is a Mantle or Shoes, or it is 
nothing. 

Mr. Punk has whistled down a tube; almost immediately the 
freight elevator from the basement brings up fresh bales of ‘Thackeray 
Mantles, and stout men bear forth boxes of Scott’s Shoes. And 
so the distribution again is in progress. The orchestra plays trium- 
phantly, and the buzz of conversation becoines a pretty sound, 
Ah, modesty, thy name is sweet upon lips that love Thee! — 

At length every author in that notable throng wears his new 
Mantle. All, save one—one man, quite coatless, is stalking, ever 
stalking, moodily up and down the hallowed precincts of the office 
of Punk, Potash & Co., with a look upon his face so cold and 
scornful that his presence is marked, at last, by Mr. Potash. Amid 
much excitement, Mr. Potash demands that the gentleman be 
brought to the platform. “You seem to be possessed of no 
Mantle, Robe or Coat!” quoth Mr. Potash. “Wherefore these 
shirt-sleeves ?” 

The gentleman glares; angrily he points his forefinger at Mr. 
Potash. ‘You handed ME the Mantle of Thackeray!” he sneérs. 


“Well?” asks Mr. Potash. 
“Well,” said the Modern Author, “it doesn’t fit—’tain’t big 
enough.” 


Fred Ladd. 
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THE COMMON LOT. 


OccuPANTs OF OLD GAMES’ HoME (as Diabolo passes by).— You're 


a whole lot stuck on yourself, ain’t yer, young feller! Well—in a just 
little while you'll be here with the rest of us. 




























PUCK 


TEN LITTLE CANDIDATES. 
EN little candidates in presidential line; 
One had an idea and then there were but nine. 


Nine little candidates fixing up a slate; 
One was indicted and then there were but eight. 


Eight little candidates all looking sharp for leaven; 
One was an iceberg and then there were but seven. 





Seven little candidates playing politics ; 
One lost the ‘‘cullud”’ vote and then there were but six. 


Six little candidates all trying to connive; 
One hadn’t ‘‘seen” the boss and then there were but five. 


Five little candidates at the White House door; 
One couldn’t swing New York and then there were but four. 


Four little.candidates unable to agree; 
One was far too radical and then there were but three. 


Three little candidates listening for a cue; i 
One was too conservative and then there were but two. 


Two little candidates importunate to run; 
One was a corporation lawyer, leaving one. 


One little candidate standing all alone; 


So they nominated that one because he wasn’t known. 
Ellis O. Jones. 


ULTIMATE. 
tu Zeitgeist showed me man, toiling and moiling, early and late, 

never resting, by day or by night. 

“Why does he labor thus unremittingly ?” I asked. 

“‘ Because he needs the money,” answered the Zeitgeist, briefly. 

But as I watched him, behold, man wrought great things, 
though he had them not in conscious purpose, and his achievements 
went to make up the sum of progress. I turned to the Zeitgeist, 
thinking I understood. 

“‘ And this,” I exclaimed, with emotion, “is the ultimate spring 
and principle of the race’s forward movement!” 

“ By no means,” replied the Zeitgeist. 

“ What then?” I eagerly demanded. 

He jerked his thumb toward the eternal feminine. 




















THE OBVIOUS EDIFICE. 


His FATHER.—What’s that you’re building, son? A castle? 
LirrLE CHARLEY.— Course not, Pop; it’s a trust company. 





“She’s it,” quoth he. ‘She it is who makes the man need the 
money so desperately and interminably. She is the ultimate spring 
and principle of progress.” 





EARLY WISDOM. 


RUMPY UncLE.— Is the child really precocious ? 
FRIEND OF FamiLy.— Remarkably so; three years old and 


hasn’t said a word, 
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LOGICAL PROGRESS OF THE LABEL. 


If we are proud of hotel labels on our trunks and suit cases, would we not welcome aparfment 
house labels on our furniture? 
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POINT OF VIEW. 


“Shakespeare, my children,’ quoth the English sparrow, instructing 


her young family one day, ‘‘is perhaps the greatest of all men. And I have 
a much better reason than mere national pride for saying this. Shakes- 
peare, as you will presently observe for yourselves, was bald in front, but 
his hair bushed beautifully at the sides, to the end that his statues, of which 
great numbers exist, afford admirable nesting-places not to be found in 
other figures. George Washington, for instance, if I may 

say so without disparagement of our adopted country, 

affords no such nesting-places, nor does Daniel Web- 
ster. Accordingly, while these men have respectable y iit \ ) 
claims to distinction, it is only just to place them # ni I; 


’ 


below Shakespeare. ’ 
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THE LOVE STORY. 
According to Robert IV. Chambers. ) 
I 
EAVE ME, I say!” 
“Not until you 
come out of that 











tree.” 
“ Leave me, I sa-ay 
“ But, sweetheart 
«Oh, the shame of it! 
shall explode.” 
A kaleidoscopic whirl * 
of sticks, bark, twigs, — 
silken ankle, snowy rye 
petticoat, twigs, bark, Pk cael 
sticks. al 

He went. iv 

II. 

“Sir, you are on my 
premises.” 

« But, sweetheart — 

“T shall call the gar- . 
dener.” 

“Ah, my dryad!” 

“Leave me, instantly.” 

“Wood nymph, listen to me.” 

She listened. 


| ad 


” 
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ITl. 
‘Leave me. Do you hear?” 
“1 will not.” 
‘Leave me, I sa-ay!” 
“But, sweetheart, listen —— 


THE GROOM-TO-BE (on the 


” 


money is tight. 


Mm a man wants an eight-hour 
hour night. 



















INSPECTING THE PRESENTS. 


» day before the wedding).—1 
teld you so, Polly. This comes of getting married when 


RON i “Why do you call me sweetheart ?” 


“Because I do not know your other name.” 
“Oh, for a hatpin! Leave me, you oaf!” 
He left her. 
IV. 

“ Kiss me.” 
* But, sir, I do not know you; nor you me.” 
* What has that to do with it?” 
“ Why — er— that is— er—nothing. I suppose.” 
“Then kiss me this instant.” 
“ Never!” 

* Kiss me, I tell you!” 

‘Their lips clung passionately. 

V. 
Winter had come, with ® 

snow, and all that sort of 
beastly thing. 


_ 
It was the first ball of &; 
the season, : 


He was startled. It was she! 
She was transfi..ed. It was him! 
They were introduced. 

sah! Whatanendtoaromance! To: 
know one another’s name—how disgusting! 
Otherwise, they might have married. 
Will S. Adkins. 








READY TO BEGIN. 
vs — you given him anything or done any- AN IRONCLAD AGREEMENT. 
thing to relieve him?” asked the young 
doctor who had fared far into the backwoods to see a patient in the 
dead of a stormy night. 
“Well, no, dock —that is to say, nothin’ to speak of,” said the 
patient’s wife. “I have had him soak his feet in almost b’ilin’ 
water with a lot o’ mustard in it, an’ I’ve clapped a 
——. red-hot plaster on his back an’ another one on 
his chist, an’ I’ve put a couple o’ blisters I had 
in the house under his arms an’ a bag o’ 
cracked ice to the back of his neck an’ 
had him drink a pint o’ ginger tea with 
a dash 0’ rum in it jess as hot as he could 
swaller it, an’ I follered that with some 
ZS yarb bitters one o’ the neighbors sent 
ZA over, an’ I had him take five or six 
pills out of a box I got one day of a 
man that come along with med’cine 
to sell, an’ he’s had three or four 
spoons 0’ Quackem’s painkiller an’ 
one 0’ these Srdelitz powders, but 
I didn’t feel like as if 1 ort to 
give him much 0’ anything or 
try to do much for him 
until you come an’ see 
him an’ see what you 
think ailed him. Then 
I reckoned we could go 
at him and reely give 
him something an’ do 
something fer him.” 
M. IW. 


SW 


CRUEL CRITIC. 


RS. YAPLEY (at local opera 
house).—Vhe papers said 
that this here comp’ny come here 

direct after six months in New York. 

Mr. Yapiey (a Justice of the 

Peace ).— Then, by gum, they must 
have got a writ uv habeas corpus, 
‘cause no upright and fair judge 
would ever have issued a certifi- 
cate uv reasonable doubt in their 
case ! 


day so that he can have a twelve- 
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“HOW THE DIABOLO CAN 


I KEEP THIS 








GOING TILL NOMINATION DAY?” 








PUCK 
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As Sir Buskin Onthejob in **A Gentleman of England,” 
Foote Lightingham does this superb fall every evening, with 
matinees Wednesday and Saturday. 


THE LIGHTWEIGHT’S STEADY. 


OW that the season is over and done, 
And the hero of football at rest, 

Prithee, my darling, be happy again, — 
And vouchsafe me the joy of the blest! 


N 


Twine your gold tresses all over my brow— 
Try to tell me you love me once more; 
Only a lightweight, my darling, am I, 
And I rarely have wallowed in gore. 


Sweetheart, your fancy was fleeting away, 
For you worshipped that muscular brute. 
Thief of affection, and villain was he; 


Please, dearie, forget the galoot! 





Won't you make up? [Von't you nestle once more? 
Let’s be married the rest of our life! 
Never a time have I smashed a man’s face, 


Yet I think I could cherish a wife. Fred Ladd. 


ULTIMATE HISTORY. 


i? THE making of books there was no end. Standard 
novels illustrated in forty-seven colors and containing 
upwards of 1,000 thrills, were presently to be had for eight 
cents, of the publishers, postage prepaid, and three for a 
cent over the bargain counters. 

After this it was only a little while until people had 
read the eyes out. ‘The fortunate circumstance of so many 
looking well in glasses served to stave off the inevitable 
somewhat, but it wasn't long until everybody was blind. 

Then people read with their fingers. And they read and 
read, till they had their fingers worn off. 

In a couple of generations more their toes had gone the same 
way. 
You might think that would end it, but no. Somebody dis- 
covered that printed matter could be absorbed into the brain by 
direct contact, and right away captains of industry had tickers built 
into their heads, while women who made any pretense of keeping 
abreast of the times were trephined with a German problem play 


every morning. 


we 








THE RIALTO. 


-_—— 
-_-- 


Mi 


5 SG . ee 
wine SSF le | 
a ail ly 


Snapshot of Foote Lightingham in his impromptu mono- 
logue called ‘‘Suing the Company,’’ when he slipped in 


jumping from a Broadway car. 





Reading maketh the full man, and no other form of fulness was 
tolerated, at length. If you met a man staggering and talking 
thickly some maudlin foolishness, you knew at once that he had 


been out with the boys all night, reading. 
Ramsey Benson. 
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ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE. 


First LirreRATEUR.— Have you completed your edition 








of that early Twentieth Century fellow, Punkpiffle? 
SECOND LirTERATEUR.— Almost; the hundredth volume is 


on the press. 
‘* How are you going to wind it up?”’ 
‘In the usual way — with his ‘ Zife and Pogtcards.’” 





. 














WAS SHE? 





uLius Casar, late of Gaul, where he had covered 
himself with laurels both in the field and money 
market, was in a happy mood as he dealt the 
pasteboards out to several Senators, not unlike 
some Senators whom we all have the pleasure 
of knowing even at this late day. 

“Do you open it ?” 

“That I do,” replied Cassius. “That I 
do. And what is more, I hope every true 
Roman among you comes in the pot.” 

One after another they threw in a few 
blue chips representing so many sestercii and 
U drew cards. Cassius didn’t want any cards, 
¢ but the others insisted that as it was draw- 

. poker they were playing he at least have one 

from the deck. ‘The rest of the players drew one 
and two cards, some three, while Julius, holding the Big 
Dick, added two more tens in the draw. Remember, little 
one, that Julius was dealing. 

“Bet a chip,” said Cassius. 

“See the chip,” said the Senator from Sicily. 

“ And a blue chip,” said Brutus, with a serious look. 

“Come again.” ‘This from Julius, as he threw in a white and 
two blues.” 

- Beats me,” said Cassius. This gentleman had learned by this 
time that Julius was wont to deliver the goods, and did not stand 
much on the bluff. 

All dropped save Brutus who raised the pot and was called by 
Ceesar. ‘ 

“Three tens, sometimes known as thirty days, other times 
spoken of as old maid. Can you beat it?” Cesar spread the 
cards out on the table. 

“All pink,” whispered Brutus as he copped the coin. 

“Sh, that was the most unkindest cut of all,” groaned Cesar, 
and several of the Senators grinned. 

‘The game progressed rapidly. 
Brutus continued to win. Soon 















he had most of the chips 
in front of him. Cesar 
was holding his own, but- 
was far from satisfied. 
“T’d rather be winner in 

a poker game,” is the way 

he expressed his opinion 

of the luck, “‘ than second 

in all Rome.” 

The Senators were as 
usual the heavy losers, 
but from time to time a 
smile would cross their 
faces as they passed over 
the lucre. Was it not the 
cash of their constitu- 
ents which they had lost ? 
Indeed it was— which 
goes to prove my state- 
ment that the Senators | 
in Cesar’s time were not ! 
very much unlike the 
same esteemed gentle- 
men of our own. 

“Do you want to 
make it seven-handed ?” 
said Portia who stepped 
out of her boudoir and 
smiled a good-afternoon 
to the players. 

Allassented. Brutus 
saw more cash in sight 
and the Senators saw an 
opportunity to win back their 
losses. Caesar opened his mouth 
to speak, but Portia gave him one 
look, and his jaws snapped to- 
gether without so much as a 


How embarrassing! 





ON THE TIP OF HIS TONGUE. 


ABSENT-MINDED GUES? (sighting acquaintance in the throng).— 


I can’t think of that man Biggles’s name to save 
my life, and I just 4now he’s going to speak to me! 





ON A BED OF ROSE’S. 


murmur. The cards were dealt. Brutus opened the pot and all stayed 
until it came around to Portia. ‘“ Make it another Blue,” said she — 
and in the blues tripped, one over the other, until the table looked 
like the deep blue sea. 
Cards were drawn. Cassius made an ace high flush. Brutus filled 
a king full and was so excited that he failed to notice the other draw. 
The Senators trailed along. Portia drew one card and did not look at it. 
The betting began with a blue chip. Cassius raised and one of 
the Senators saw the raise, while another added a blue. Portia threw 
in four blues and Julius dropped out. Another Senator laid down 
three deuces. Back and forth the chips flew. And each time Brutus 
raised the pot one blue. Portia ditto. Cassius hung on for dear life, 
calling each time the turn was his. 
At last Brutus called with the re- 
mark that it “was the only 
thing that stood between 
him and a walk home to 
thetopof Patrician Hill.” 

* All lavender,” said 
Cassius, as he laid down 
his flush. 

“King full,” said 
Brutus, with a sweep 
towards the money. 

‘‘Four little ones,” 
said Portia, and she 
swept in the money, re- 
marking at the same time 
that now she would get 
that picture hat. 

“You raised the pot 
on a pair of threes, did 
you,” said Brutus; “and 
then caught two more. 
Looks ‘bad, little girl, 
looks bad.” 

“But I had them all 
the time,” said Portia, 
indignantly. 

“But you drew three 
cards,” insisted Brutus. 

“T did not!” said 
Portia, now thoroughly 
roused. 

“Well it looks bad. 
Deal me out.” And 
Brutus started to leave. 

“Tl have you understand,” 
shouted Cesar, in the same voice 
that stirred the Roman army, “that 
Cesar’s wife is above suspicion !” 
Then the game broke up. 
John UC. Flinn. 








he really happy married people are where lowe, sublimed by horse-sense, 


' is content to deripen back into friendship. 








“Shave Yourself” 


T have already convinced over a million men that a daily home shave with 

my razor isa habit that every self-respecting man should acquire. I have taught 

them that the ‘‘ Gillette’’ way is the only way to save time 

and money —to maintain an unruffied disposition, and to be 
sure of perfect, hygienic shaving conditions. 

























My razor is increasing in popularity every day, because it is abso- 
lutely dependable—it is always ready for use—ao honing—no str 
and it gives as light or as close a shave as you may wish, with- 
out danger of cutting or scratching. 


I have changed the entire complexion of the advertising pages of 
the prominent magazines of this country, not only by my own adver- 
tisements, but by the greater number of announcements published 
by manufacturers of shaving soaps, shaving brushes, shaving 
powders, shaving creams and other shaving accessories that 
have been made profitable, because the army of ‘‘Gillette’’ 
users who are self-shavers is increasing in number daily. 





Finally, I am proving more conclusively every day, 
that while there may be room for argument as to what 


about the Razor. There is bat one perfect razor—for all 
men—to be used under all conditions—and that is my 
razor —the ‘*‘ Gillette.”’ 


When you buy a safety razor get the best—the ‘‘ Gil- 
lette.’’ It will last you for the rest of your life—it is not 
a toy—it will always give you complete satisfaction. 


The double-edged, flexible blades are so inexpen- 
sive that when they become dull you throw them away 


as you would an old pen. 


The Gillette Safety Razor set consists of a triple silver- 
plated holder, 12 double-edged blades (24 keen edges), 
packed in a velvet lined leather case and the price is $5.00 
at all the leading Jewelry, Drug, Cutlery, Hardware and 

Sporting Goods Dealers. 


An Ideal Holiday Gift. 
Combination Sets from $6.50 to $50.00. 


Ask your dealer for the “ Gillette ” to-day. If substitutes are offered refuse 
them and write us at once for our booklet and free trial offer. 


GILLETTE SALES CO., 
262 Times Bidg., New York City 





shaving accessories one should use, there is no doubt _ 








A Sicn. 


Mother’s writing Auntie Kate, 
Hoping she is better; 
Sister’s sending Cousin May 
A long and splendid letter. 
Brother Bill is writing, too, 
And Grandpa soon will get 
A letter from the little boy, 
That he has never met. 
We all are busy writing, 
To our friends away from here; 
And that’s a very certain sign 
That Christmas Day is near. 
—Detroit Free Press. 


THe Musica Man. 

Mrs. Bacon. —Is your husband 
musical ? 

Mrs. EcBert.—Oh, very. Come 
up to the house some night and I'll 
have him give you some music. 

“But, I didn’t know you had a 
piano?” 

“We haven’t; but we’ve got a phono- 
graph!” — Yonkers Statesman. 


THE Worry METHOD. 


After taking an anti-fat treatment 
for a week, an obese person received 
a bill. 

“But, doctor,” he protested, “I 
haven’t lost an ounce. The bill is 
too big.” 

“The bill,” the doctor informed him, 
curtly, “is part of the treatment.” — 
Philadelphia Ledger. 


THE SuRVIVING Coin. 

“¢E Pluribus Unum’ means ‘one 
out of many,’ doesn’t it?” said the 
man with a headache. 

ores.” 

“Well, I’m glad they let that motto 
stand. As I inspect my last dollar, it 
seems mighty appropriate.” — Wash- 
ington Star. 


OOOOO OOOOOOOOOO0O 





THE WORD “BLEND” ON A 
BOTTLE OF WHISKEY DOES 
NOT INDICATE THAT IT. IS 
NOT A PURE WHISKEY, BUT 
SIMPLY MEANS THE PUTTING 
TOGETHER OF SEVERAL 
STRAIGHT WHISKIES, AND 


HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


EXEMPLIFIES TO WHAT HIGH 
DEGREE OF QUALITY AND 
TONE A BLENDED RYE 
WHISKEY MAY BE BROUGHT 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 


QOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO 
OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO 


OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO0O 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. l 
BRANCH WARKHOUSEK : 20 Beekman Street, j 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


New York. 





DovuBTLEss the eagle which attacked a man had 
seen the new coins.—Philadelphia Ledger. 
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BOUND 
VOLUMES 


aa ag 7 HG 


MAKE A 


Handsome Acdition 


TO ANY LIBRARY 














1907 Complete, Bound in Two 
=== Volumes, Cloth, - $7.50 
In Half Morocco, - 9.00 


We also bind subscribers’ copies, in 
Cloth, at $1.25, or, in Half Morocco, at 
$2.00 per volume. Address, 


PUCK 





REAL COMPLIMENTARY. 
Miss Hoopan.— Ain’ it a shame dere ain’ no moon dis ebenin’. 
Mr, CLAUDE (rapturously). —Ah doan’ want de moon, Miss 
Gladys, when Ah has your eyes an’ teef! 
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It’s the proper thing to take Abbott's Bitters with 
@ glass of sherry or soda before meals; gives you an 
appetite. At all druggists. 





. Er-uM! beta 
“Do you know, Mr. Gote, the doctor told me to take a pill every night, 


| and I always forget it until you come.”—Harvard Lampoon. 








@ 20TH CENTURY LIMITED—,, 





WHEN a New York man feels de- 


pressed, you can always cheer him up 
by saying something bad about Chi- 
cago.— Somerville Journal. 


An Appeal for “The Bread Line.” 


The Bowery Mission ‘‘ Bread Line,’’ at 
which 1,000 men who are out in the streets 
for the night are given a breakfast of hot 
coffee and rolls every morning at one o’clock, 
is one of the most pathetic sights in all the 
wide, wide world. Long before the hour of 
opening, these poor, starving men stand in 
a single line that sometimes extends for 
blocks in length, waiting for the coffee and 
rolls. During the last winter, this breakfast 
was given to a total of 144,000 homeless men 
and boys, and up to date nearly half a mil- 
lion of the homeless have had their weary 
tramp restfully interrupted by this unique 
ministration. The first of these Breakfasts 
is given on Thanksgiving morning, and the 
last on the following Easter morning. Alto- 
gether the Mission supplied, this year, 
233,000 meals and 10,072 lodgings to home- 
less men and boys. : 

It is for this grand, philanthropic work 
that we ask your kind and practical co- 
operation. The homeless, friendless, dis- 
heartened and despairing men and boys of 
the Bowery are not native New Yorkers, but 
men and boys who, until within a year, lived 
happily at the old homestead with father and 
mother, and perhaps wife. They are stranded 
here, and in despair appeal to the Old Bowery 
Mission, which, for over thirty years, has 
been to the unfortunate, as the rescue cities 
of old, a haven of encouragement, rest and 


‘protection. Shall we turn them away? 


It rests with the good people of this country 
to decide this question, and may God graci- 
ously help you to decide it aright. 
JOHN C. EARL, Financial Secretary, 
92 Bible House, New York City. 





18-HOUR TRAIN TO CHICAGO 
w York Central and Lake Shore. 
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THe UNpDERTAKER’S BIL. 


All the neighbor folk who knew her, 
Poor, unlucky, tittle mite, 

Came from far and near to view her 
In her little shroud so white. 

The remarks of some were bitter, 
Though it certainly was plain, 

When the flying motor hit her 
There was not the slightest pain, 

And, of course, no needless torture. 
’Twas a sad occurrence; still, 

Didn’t Mr. Richley Skorcher 
Pay the undertaker’s bill ? 


Once again the people flocking 
To a house of mourning, find 


DR.SIEGERT 
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NGOSTUp 


BITTERS 


“Your Health!” 


is a toast that really meaus something when Angos- 
tura Bitters is served. No Christmas or New Year’s 
table complete without it. Delicious with grape fruit, 
water ices, wine jellies, plum pudding, champagne, 
punches, cups, cocktails, etc. Excellent corrective for 
effects of over-eating and drinking. Twenty-three 
awards at principal expositions. Send for booklet. 








More disaster, sad and shocking, | O]PaCH P- WE aD te?a-a J. W. WUPPERMANN, 44 West 34th Street, New Yerk City 
That a motor leaves behind. 
Just a bruised and battered creature, 
Stark and lifeless there — but then, 
There was one consoling feature, 
He was three score years and ten. 
When a man’s that old and feeble 
It is merciful to kill, 
And, moreover, Mr. Skorcher 
Pays the undertaker’s bill. 








A Kansas City man who smoked cigarettes every day since he was nine 
years old, died the other day. The fact that he was run over by a street 
car should not prevent this from being an impressive lesson to other smokers. 
— Washington Post. 


_ BOKER’S_ BITTER 


! 
| Antidyspeptic. A tonic, an appetizer and a delicacy in mixed drinks. 
| : 








Bells are tolling in the steeple! 
There’s another victim dead. 
Ah! the sore afflicted people! 

Can they not be comforted | 





A WAR on the paper trust will help to make the administration even more 
a esteemed in the literary world than before. Perhaps something may yet be 

As they mark the solemn toiling ; , ernaps § § may yer 
And the rumbling of the bells? done to reduce the postage expenses of authors who keep manuscripts going 











Is there not some thought consoling | through the mails.— Washington Star. 


at their monody compels ? THE THEATRE MAGAZINE 


Sure! They know that motor’s busted, 
$4.50 VALUE FOR $3.00— 


(Shattered parts are soaring still), 
And the heirs of Richley Skorcher 

THE THEATRE MAGAZINE brings the New York Theatres to your home each month—a sumptuous 
magazine replete with interesting text, exclusive portraits splendid illustrations, and authoritative criti- 


Pay the undertaker’s bill. 
—Catholic Standard and Times. 
cisms of the plays and players people are talking about—admittedly the next best thing to seeing the play 
a $4.50 Value for - 


For $3.00, the regular subscription to THE THEATRE MAGA 
ZLNE, we will enter your name as a subscriber for the next twelve 
months and send you at once absolutely free the new and valu- 
able Biography of Maude Adams (regular price $1.50, bound in 
silk cloth, illustrated with 24 exclusive photos, vividly interesting 
narrative of Miss Adams's life by Ada Patterson.) 


THIS OFFER I8 LIMITED. SEND AT ONCE. 


THE THEATRE MAGAZINE, 24 W. 33d St., New York City 


Tf you are not familiar with THE THEATRE MAGAZINE, send us 
twenty-five cents for Our Players’ Gallery, being three numbers 
ound together, one hundred pages of text, one hundred 
and fifty illustrations, three colored plates 











Pears 


Pears’ Soap is not med- 
icated: just good, pure 
soap. Contains no free 
alkali to injure the deli- | 
cate texture of the skin. | 

Matchless for the com- 


plexion. 
Established in 1789. 


THe man who merely thinks he is 
wise gets more comfort out of it than 
the man who really is.—Chicago Record- | 
Herald. 





Peraps the new gold pieces may 
be retained on the theory that a few 
comical-coins will help to liven up the 
currency.— Washington Star. 
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Those of our readers who, in former years, have made their 
friends a CHRISTMAS PRESENT.of a year’s Subscription to PUCK, 
will be glad to learn that we are still issuing our Handsome Presen- 
tation Card. 
Nankivell, and is a beautiful example of color printing. 


The Best Christmas Present= 
A Year’s Subscription to Puck and 
Puck’s Christmas Card 


Many people have, no doubt, often thought of a year’s subscription 
to Puck as A SUITABLE CHRISTMAS PRESENT, but have refrained from 
giving it, owing to the difficulty of making the presentation. The usual 
plan has been to present a receipted bill from the publishers; but as this 
is like putting the price-mark on a present, that plan has never been 
popular. It remained for Puck to overcome this difficulty. If you desire 
to present a subscription to Puck to anybody, send us Five Dollars, and 
his (or her) name and address, which will be entered in our Subscription 
book for one year, and receive from us by return of mail a Card, of 


‘ which the above reduced sketch gives the design in outline. 


It is designed by the well-known artist, Mr. F. A. 











Thy Xmas wine fg . \ + 4 NC sa 
Acrt tats sure } | Ri te 7 
To ce wu iia 
The. wee YEAR Rouno, 
Awe wee Be Bouno 
“Twi WoT uct Time scem suw Te You 


This card, (size 714x534 inches,) printed in five colors and gold, 
is truly a work of art, worthy of a place in an album, or to be framed, 


thus being a perpetual reminder of the giver. The names of the giver 
and receiver are printed on the card as indicated. 


Now, here is something tangible to give; 
To send by mail to distant dear ones; 
To put in the stocking, or to lay under the Xmas tree. 


Remember, there is no charge for the Card (which, by the way, 
comes in a fine envelope), nor for the printing in of ‘the names; our 
only aim is to show our friends a unique way of making A, SUITABLE 


CHRISTMAS PRESENT. Address, PUCK, New York. 











*GOOD THINGS OF LIFE™ 
SIMON BROS., WHISKIES, Louisville, Ky. 
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Bar Keepers Friend 


it will shine on! It benefits all 
‘wood while gy me 25c 1 ib box. 
and 











‘MEN OF BRAINS” 
PAY THE PRICE FOR 


and de not waste their cigar money in experiments 
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DEFINING HIS POSITION. 


Mr. SIMPKINS!—What’s became uv that there big Bill Taft? He’s 


still a-holdin’ some persition in the cab’net, ain’t he? 


MR. SPRUCEBY.—Yep;—he’s come back to be Secretary uv the Lid. 





Cellarette, side-board, sleeping-car pr ocean steamer 
kit is incomplete without Abbott's Bitters. Adds zest 
and flavor, aids digestion. 


URED by a secret process 
“LUCKY STRIKE” has a 
fragrance and charm all its own. 


LUCKY STRIKE 
Sliced Plug Pipe Tobacco 


has the largest sale in the world. It smokes 
cool to the end without waste, and does not 
blow out of the bowl. For over fifty years 
the name “ PATTERSON ™ on tobacco 
has been a guarantee of high quality. 
Pocket Size, Tin Box, 10c. 











It appears that the panic left enough 
loose change to be worth the book- 
makers’ customary attention. — Wash- 
ington Post. 


WomMEN live longer than men, be- 
cause worry shortens life. The men 
have the women to worry about. — 
Somerville Journal. 


BoaRDER.—What’s the matter with 
this steak, waiter? I can’t cut it. 

WAITER.— I guess youse’ll have to 
put more beef into it, sah.— Harvard 
Lampoon. 
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SO YOU’RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. 
By E. Frederick. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 20 x 15 In. 


COPYRIGHT, 1907. OY KEPPLER & SOHWARTHANN 





PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


| Puck Proofs 
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THE WHITE MAN’S BURDEN. 
By Stuart Travis. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 12 x 15 in. PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 





| These are a few examples of the 

_ PUCK PROOFS. Send 10 cents for 
new Catalogue with over Seventy 
Miniatire Reproductions. 














A SUMMER CONSTELLATION.  Photogravure in Sepia, 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


By Gordon H. Grant. 


— Address PUCK, New York 
11x8in. 
295-309 Lafayette Street 


907, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARIMANN 











A PASTORAL STUDY. 








Photogravure in Sepia, 15 x 12 in. 





Photogravure in Sepia, 15 x 12 in. 


By George W. Blake. PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 


COPYP'ORT 1907 BY KEPPLER & SCHWARTWANN 











COMMENCEMENT—OR THE FINISH. 
By Stuart Travis 
PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 
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Special 
to Pipe Smokers 


*, Will you invest a dollar in the best smoking 
} tobacco ever blended > 
? The outgrowth of over one hundred years’ 





/ experience in preparing smoking tobaccos is , 
\ our new brand “Orchid.” It is so different from any tobacco that 


you can buy from the usual dealer that we want to introduce it in 


a special way to smokers of discriminating tastes. 
rim ible 


a Or 


souz > Ray RiEzORs Green abel. ESTABLISHED ~ ] OBACCO 
| Phila. and New York AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS 1T 933 ety o~, 
a RR ATES en - ? retails at $3 a pound. It’s as high in quality as 
' ihe Pea tats : : : inca any tobacco that can be ht. To bring it to 
the attention of men who will appreciate its fine 
flavor and bouquet, we will fill direct orders at 
the special price of $1.00 per half-pound. 

In consideration of this special price we ask 
only that in ordering you mention the name of the 
dealer you usually patronize. We are seeking 
smokers who know good tobacco and at this 
introductory price our offer is an unusual 
tobacco bargain. 


Write to-day—accompanying your order with 
cash, check or money order, and you will re- 
ceive by return mail a full half. pound of the 
best tobacco you ever smoked. Address 


FRISHMUTH BRO. & CO.. 
7th St. and Glenwood Ave., 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


The Oldest Independent 
Tobacco Manufacturers 
in the Country. 


Ask for 
Trimble Whiskey 
High Ball. 
The Best of all. 
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Mr. Bacon.— Don’t be frivolous, 
















. | use the tie System. \t en- 
now. I hate a frivolous woman! For Holida $ ables you to make veautiful 
and * Holida fts Gifts . the outlay of much money. 
Mrs. Bacon. — I know you do: not Whatever you select frum our pendesmne Holiday cata- 
DEGENER ATE DAYS a a , log, we send, with all express charges paid, for your in 
ia biti _ because she’s frivolous, but just because epection.. If satisted, pay 1-5.0n delivery; balance in 8 
, Mae , wah, 2 monthly payments. Wi ite Por Special Holiday Catalog Today. 
O_pest INHABITANT.— Purty cold this mornin’, Silas, but this she happens to be your wife! — Yonkers OFTIS °“ Reliable, Original | Diamond 
here stove'll warm things up Statesman | JOETIS enn See He 
a gS up. . . ° 0203.4¢0. Dept. P. 50.92State St. a. i. 
NEXT OLDEST INHABITANT.— Yep, but we kin remember when : 
yer couldn't git warm even ‘round ¢his stove. No times like the old 
times, Peleg. 
TWO GIFTS THAT ARE SENSIBLE, 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 

‘*its Purity Has Made It Famous.” PRACTICAL AND ALWAYS WELCOME. 

invaluable in the Home and Office. 

= ae we: eam aie” 4 sh Especially useful to travellers. May be operated 
| by attaching to any incandescent lamp socket. 
PRODUCE EXCHANGE. Flexible cord with attaching plugs are included 


* Do you have a Produce Exchange 


in your town?” asked the visitor to FOR EVERY MAN who shaves, 


Summers Center. the Electric Shaving Cup pro- 
“Oh, my, yes,” replied the rural vides hot water quickly wher- 
| editor; “my subscribers bring me vege- ever electric current is available. 


: ; 
| tables and I give ’em chestnuts.” 
| lonkers Statesman. ; : 
| ticle with enameled cup. 


A practical rugged all metal ar- 


IMPROVING. 


: Electric heating 
e “Se, se / 
ais Ux m | Docror. — Madam, you needn't oe apee- z > 
core} } . ° : \d 
per , a ao © & & oo ef sworry about your husband. He's im- ded in the ) 
proving every day. base. ee 
A Natural Whiskey can | Anxious Wirk.—What encouraging | 
only be produced in the symptoms have you seen, doctor? 





FOR EVERY WOMAN who 
wears or cares for fine linen or 
laces, the small Electric Flatiron 
is indispensable. 

A durable nickel plated iron 
weighing three pounds. Thousands 
of these light electric flatirons are 


é 
oe old Kentucky way by perfect ne ; ’ 
ret te agece careful ageing— Docror.— Well, madam, he’s al- 





Sunr ey is ready begun to kick about the size of 


the meals the hospital attendants serve 
him.— Detroit Free Press. 


It is bottled under the 2y THE STRIKER’S LUCK. giving satisfactory service: 

of U. S. Internal Revenue Officers ? : — 

and sealed with the Government SMOKER. — What was the. strike If vou cannot obtain from local electric lighting company or dealer, 
**Green upon which is your orders will be delivered promptly from factory on receipt of price. 


printed the exact Age, Proof and about this-time—better hours— bet- 


cusntl of whiskey within each ter pay ? Small Electric iron - = $4.80 
| - | voltage required.) 
Sunny Brook DistilleryCo. JOKER.- No; better tobacco, and} Electric ‘ante Cup « 2.50 


they got it. “ Lucky Srrike.” 


SMOKER — Oh, yes—of course- GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY, 


I know, the best sliced plug. Lucky | 24 POWER BUILDING, PITTSFIELD, Mass. J 


fellows. a3 


Jefterson Co., 
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Then Sones tells Jmith AZs latest 
story. 








HAVE YOU HEARD 
THIS ONE? 





“Of all the bum stories!” **Of all the punk yarns!” 
says Jmith. Tk Puen wanes says Sones. 











